to be of any real use. I saw an amphibian tank there which
certainly is not buoyant any more. It didn't look as though
it ever was, and anyway the reason for bringing a tank,
designed to be propelled through water* into a country
where everything is frozen hard, seems a bit obscure.
Heaps of broken small arms—all the good rifles, five
thousand of them, have been taken away—battered steel
helmets, gasmasks, bayonets, water bottles, bits of harness*
pouches, bandoliers and the hundred-and-one things which
go to equip a soldier—just great heaps of all these things
had been piled here and there alongside the road. Every-
thing useful had been taken away for use by the Finnish
army. But there were Finnish soldiers still raking about
among the debris to see if anything valuable had been
missed. And over everything was scattered paper: books,
pamphlets, school copybooks, atlases, account books, even
music scores. It looked as though it had rained paper. But
I've heard that battlefields always have paper scattered all over
them, so perhaps this aspect of Suomussalmi is not abnor-
mal, though I can hardly believe that any troops have ever
carried so much paper aboutwith them as these Russians did.
Well, as I say, this dreadful scene of desolation went on
and on for just over four miles. What accentuated the
horror of it all was that the road runs through the most
lovely country imaginable. The day I was there the sun
was shining in a cloudless sky, and if you kept your eyes
above a certain level you saw nothing but a magnificent
avenue of tall snow-cloaked pine trees glistening in the
sun. And below that level—what I have just tried to
describe: mile upon mile of wreckage. A staggering
example of part of what it has already cost the Soviet Union
for their attack upon a peace-loving neighbour country,
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